THE   MURDER   OF   SERVETUS

pay for any concession. Stubbornness was faced by
stubbornness, fanaticism by fanaticism. He would rather
die in unspeakable torment on behalf of his convictions
than secure a more merciful death to favour the dogmas
of Maitre Jehan Calvin. He would rather suffer agonies
for half an hour, winning thereby the crown of martyr-
dom, and attaching to Calvin for all time the stigma of
utter barbarism. Servetus bluntly refused to comply,
rallying his forces to endure his awful fate.

The rest is a tale of horror. On October 27th, at
eleven in the morning, the prisoner was brought out of
prison in his befouled rags. He was looking his last, with
blinking eyes, at the light of day. His beard tangled, his
visage dirty and wasted, his chains rattling, he tottered as
he walked, and his ashen tint was ghastly on that clear
autumn day. In front of the steps of the Town Hall,
the officers of the law, having hustled him along (since
weeks of inaction had almost robbed him of the power
of walking), thrust him on to his knees. With lowered
head, he listened to the sentence, which a syndic now
read aloud to the assembled populace. It ended with the
words: "We condemn thee, Miguel Servetus, to be con-
veyed in bonds to Champel, there to be burned alive, and
with thee the manuscript of thy book and the printed
volume, until thy body is consumed to ashes. Thus shalt
thou end thy days, as a warning to all others who might
wish to repeat thine offence."

The doomed man's teeth chattered with cold as he
listened. In his extremity, he crawled on his knees nearer
to the municipal authorities, assembled on the steps, and
implored that by their grace he might be decapitated
before his body was burned, "lest the agony should drive
me to repudiate the convictions of a lifetime." If he
had sinned, he went on, it had been unwittingly; for he
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